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--story of the ffoettellsrj
n kitten mit the i'nwt rjirraur.

Ralph Connor's story of The Sky Pilot;
a Tale of the rooth:IK" about the
winning of a whole comwunltv of rather
rough citizens bj a sincere .irrcit joung

. Arthur Wellington Mocre.
(Plcmlng II. I:eell Companj ) He came
aiEonp them almost unheralded, anil proved
to them that he was a man a they were,
but higher and bctur. The cowboys and
ranchmen !n the foothills were inclined to
dissipation. The Noble Seven, wnlch In-

cluded more than seven, was a clu'J whose
purpose seemed to be drinking and gam-Win- g

principally. Many Scotch and English
men had como out to tnese Canadian hills,
and among them no uac was mere influ-

ential than a certain pcr-ma- nicknamed
the Djke, a rather silent haughty man.
who showed that re was high-bre- Tho
Jncn who asaOstated with hlmdeelaredth.it
l:e wns "the ton of a lord. The Duke was
by all odds the must finking llsure in tho
company of the Noble Seven, and his wcrd
went farther than that of any other. His
shadow was llruce. an Edinburgh I'ni-ersi- ty

man. metaphjsical, argumentative.
Iicrslstent. devoted to the Duke "

The Noble Seven had a meeting on a
certain Sunday at the Hill Brothers' ranch
rnd Bruce became unmanageable. Attempts
to soothe him drove him mad. and he drew
a revolver and commented to shoot. The
Duke attempted to Mop him, and In the

the weapon was discharged and
Bruce wounded. He was taken home, and
the next day it was found that he. was in
a precarious condition. The Sky Pilot, the
Duke, and Italph Connor, who toils tho
story, went to his cabin, but he nai deliri-
ous, and threatening to shoot ever thins
in sight. Indeed, he was shooting at the
stovepipe, which he thought full of leering
devils. He was singing tho twentj-thlr- d

l'salm when his three friends peeped in
at him.

"The situation was one of extreme danger
a madman with a Winchester ritie. some-

thing must be dune and quickly. But what?
It would be death to any one appearing at
the door.

Til speak: ou keep sour eyes on him,"
said the Duke.

" "Hello, Bruce! What's the row?" shout-
ed the Duke.

"Instantly the singing stopped. A look
of cunning delight came, over his face as,
without a word, he get his riile ready point-
ed at the dour.

'"Come in,' he el!ed. after waiting for
bome moments. "Come in! You're, the hig-

hest of all the devils. Come on, I'll send
jou down where jou belong. Come, what's
keeping jou?"

"Over the rifle-barr- el his eyes gleamed
with frenzied delight. We consulted as to
a plan.

" U don't relish a bullet much.' I said.
" "There are pleaaanter things." responded

tho Duke, 'and he is a fairly good shot."
".Meantime the singing had started again,

and, looking through the chink, I saw that
Uruce had got his eye on the stovc-pl- p-

again. i hlie I was Icokmg the 1'ilot
slipped away from us toward the door.

" 'Come back!' said the Duke; 'don't be
a fool! Come back, he'll shoot jou dead!'

"Moore paid no heed to him. but stood
waiting at the door. In a few moments
Iiruce blazed away again at the stove-
pipe. Immediately the I'ilot burst In, call-
ing out eagerl j .

" 'Did jou get hlniT
"" "No," said Bruce, disappolntcdlj-- , 'he

dodged like the devil, a3 of course he ought,
jou know."

" Til get him.' Raid Moore. 'Smoke him
out," proceeding to open the stove door.

" Ecrcamed Bruce: 'don t open that
door! It's full, I tell you.' Moore paused.
"Besides,' wont on Bruce, 'smoke won't
touch 'em.'

" 'Oh, that's all right.' said Moore, coolly
and with admirable quickness; 'wood
stneke, jou know the- - can't stand that.'

"This was apparently a new Idea .In
dtmonologj' for Brute, for he sank back,
while Moore-- lighted the lire and put on tho
teakettle. He looked round for the y.

" 'Up there.' said Bruce, forgetting for
the moment his devils, and pointing to a
quaint y upon the
shelf.

"Moore took it down, turned it la his
hands a.--.d looked at Bruce.

"'OaI countrj, eh?'
""Mj- - mother's.' 3aid Bruce, soberly.

I could have swciii it was mj- - aunt's
in Ballej-rnena.- " said Moore. "Mj- - aunt
Jived In a little stone cottage with roses
a'l over the front of It.' And he went
into an enlhusU.-ti- c description ot his early
home. His voKe was full of music, soft and
fcootning. and poor liuice s.ank ba.k and
listened, the glut, r lading from his eyes.

"T-- '1 Pvike and 1 looked at ah other.
""Not too bad. th" said the Dul.e, after

a few moniti.ts' science.
" 'Let's put up the hcr-.es.- " I rugcsicd.

Tiey wen t naLLus for half r.n hour.'
"When w caiae in the rc-jn- i had been
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LITTLE STORIES ON
THE ACTOR CROWD.

..t..t.,it.t.t..t.i.t.,.i.t..t..l - t-
--. iiittej: ron the sund vt nnn-ni.i- c

Tim Murphj-- . "Tho Carpetbagger." coi
em record eayln that th" thea'ricil

pass fler.d cannot bo
suppressed. While'

jtKivET QfFiCE. plajing in an Illinois
lu wi IUSL Ut'd3Ui! .1

valter asked htm for
.t couple ef compll-mentarl- es

Mur-

phy gave them to him.
He sold ttiem prompt-I- j

for a dollar apiece.
A few evenings ago
Mr. Murphy reviatcd
tbo town, and the
same waiter again
asked for a pass. This
time he wanted onlj-on-

"Do jou want to sro
tho play
asked Mr Murphj--.

"If I give you a
pass, will jou use it4 joursclf?"

"You bet I will!"
was tbo emphatic re- -

Go ahead," he said. "Come here, then"
said the actor. Draw- - I

Ir.c a pencil from his pocket, bo T.roto

ret In order, the teakettle was singing, the
bedcioihrs straighti-- d out ai i Moo-- e hid
Just Mulshed washl-ij- j Hie Moou stains f'um
Bruce i arms and i'o. k

"' 'Just in time,' In mI 'I didn't like to

ff,

tackle tht.-e-,' pointing to the bandages
"All :il;hl long Moore -- .Kilned and tended

tiie sick man, now Uuglng softlv to h'm,
again beguiling him with tales that

meant nothing, but that had a strar.go
power to quiet the nervous rest,, jsness. dun
partlj' to the pain of the v.oumlod arm and
partly to the from n!s
months of The Duke s cmed

enough. He spoke to Bruce
mice or twice, but the only answer was a
groin or curse, witli an increase of

'He'll have a close squeak.' sild the
Duke. The or the tore was a
little overdone, but the I'ilot was stirred up
by it.

"'He has not been fortunate in his
friends." he said, looking straight Into lus
ejes.

" 'A man ought to know himself whei the
pace is too swift.' said the Duke, a 1'ttlo
more qulcklj- - than was his wont

" 'Tou might have done anjthing vith
him. Whj" didn't jou help him?" Moore's
tones were sle-r- and verj" steadj--, and he

Sbw

. HE WAS
never moved his eyes from the other nun'srace, but the only reply lie got was a .shiui
of the shoulders.

"When tho gray of the morning waicoming in at the wirdow. she Duko rose
up. gave h'mM'If a little Rhake. and said- -

"'I am not of any e (,tr j s!lan
coni'- - bai k III the evening."

"He wmt and stood f,,r a fe-- .- inoinnnts
look'nc drwn upon the hot. fevcrnl face;
llitn. ti.rning to me. he asked:

-

...i
across ti1( pollshe.l 'hirtfient of the w.ii.cr. "I'ass this man tr- - .f R. tober." and dated the Iir,- - i.ow ,j,ilt a.
tli bov ottice window," adtu tbe come-
dian, "and tIi..yH give vol. a seat p "

At S ovi&clt tho wai'er prt-ent- el him-
self at the bo otllre, and. pomiin,- - tow ir.lhi.s vilsiil-Dne-. Inquired: "i thj tie Kot
good?"

replied the ticket seller.
e me a coupon, plearo."

"AM right, but I'll have to pu-- eh thatticket, if it is a,
"What? l'uneli a hole through mv si ir""Yes, sir. or else I must stamp .t. ri.o.eare m
Tor a minute the pass (lend hcl'a""l.then he returned to the attack. "Go ahead

he said.
"But t am afraid it will spoil lour Ehlrt.

This is purple, ink and is indelible "
"I don't care. I vast to se the show "
A rubier stamp v. as pres..d against the

linen and the waitir the di.holding up the coupon for lnsp-e-io-

Ticket. pIuisC; i ean-- t let juu in on
that." remaikcJ the i"Well, here is irv ;i. nt. " replied the
uiaur.i i.i "i m we-ari- it 'o-n.-

'1 am sorrv. bu all tick ts must so jnto I

tno oo licre, y, wc e m eount l;, "10
lloUF "

ejaruiii u the j ab ficno je"Do jou really uvan it"
"Vet. strr f- -

There vvas onij a mome'nt of
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THE TWENTY-THIR- D PSALM
" "What do think?
" ' "a n't sa.v ' The bmmide Is holdlnir Mm

down just now. His blood is bad for that
wound.'

in I get anj-thin- 1 knew hira well
enough to reecgiilzt- - ;he anxiety under !us
indifferent nianmr.

' "The fort doctor ought to be sot."
"He nodded and went out.
" 'lUwe breakfast?" called out Moote from

the doer.

Jho orchestra was plajing the overture
The w liter pulled off a "dickey" and liaud-t- d

it over
"It was a darn rood show." he as

h- - iai.ic out. "but." he addol sadly." "it
ion me 1j c nt.s-- . after ail."

VN-- i tranWin Ktlljr last visited Wsh- -
"igion. i.c. he made
it a point to v bit C n-- ttr

Market, one of tho
sights of the city. In
irdir to fully enjoy

the busy e lie and
his manager rose ear-!-v

ene morniog. Ttie
trlp was taken, the
! '; bull. ling inspected,
and the two were
in mow .ird boa n d .
wh. :i Keliar nnrli .st
some n,ie-- eggs in a
ba ket on ono of the!
stands Kel! r walked '

i'P to the farmer, and,
;o ntfng to the "hen
nut.' the trikster

remarked "I'll ,et
"ii a Jellar I can
ivo a quarter from i

o one ef thOEe,"
1 lie TU9.IC .'Illileil,

i ut madt no answer.v : 1

K !lar ai'd bis coni- -
1 nil 'II bj'Il Uughed

I'o.ntii. i

fruit I lit i h i- -

' r r. . i .j tie ar- -

lk I'll ike t 1 s - 1 ij go
rw red n t ti r

Kelt i r ' ills I . . i it- - il 1 il a crlp ii -

llvc-- u llir note on the cju.tter HU op--
ponent covered the rauuej-- . 'Trcm the In- - '

WHEN HIS FRIENDS PEEPED
" 'I shall t some at the fort, thanks.

The- - won't take any hurt from me there.'
he snni, smiling his cynical smile.

"Moore opened his ej'es in surprise.
" 'What's tli it for?' he asked me.
"Wll. lie is rather cut up. and J'ou

rath r rubtied it into him, know,' I
for I thought Mcore a little hard.

" "Did r uy an) thing untrue?'
" 'Weil, not untrue, perhaps; but truth !s

like medicine not ahvajs good to take.'

side?"he askf .1. Keliar assente.1 and, palm-
ing a qtnrti r stfpp-- d forward. He picked
up oie ol the eggs Then his smile grew'
-- ieklj-. His tntire expression Ho
took his man iger's arm and walked away.
"You v.in." he called back to the grinning
produce imn.

"I've got it in for the net chap who tells
me ab ut the stupidity of the rurallte " lio
r marked to hla manager as they w ilk--

avvav
"What was the matter with the, tgg?"

asked the latter.
"Matter?" Kcltar. "tho dsmed

thing was china!"

About V j ears aro Joe Holland plaved Jn
a i tock companv in California, sajs the
Itoston Herald. In the same companv wero
McKee I: inbin. D. H. Harklnf. J. J Wal-lai- e

I'rank Mordaunt, Charles Ulslioji.
Theodore Hamilton, last heivv iran
?t the Grsnd. I.tn St cknell. .Mrs MiKie
Itankin. HIHe Wilton. Clara and Adee
Wat rs and others of line caliber.

Young Hoik-inn'- reciptlon by tho rs

was a verj-- cordial one. Thej- - had
known his fathir. known the world over
as the "eider Holland." and thfj- - wtre glad
to show their steem fcr tho son. On man
wa pirtleularly cordial in his greitiitrs of
thoj-uurj-- ictorund thRt was Charlet Bish-
op, at tlut time specially distinguished in
Shakespearean roles He related to young
iiuiian-i- . now. in piaym, wiui ins latner i

at one time, the latter had plaj-e- a prj - !

thai joke on him lJ pull'ng Ju.i.. :u J . k j

in t'i rear where evervbortj- - c uid s- - it I

e- - It p

! leve- - - e 1 v. h n f ier r
tl at ' n:.. d l..s. I ' ut I li ' ' 1 t dj j
v.lth th sir

Hi :.o:"s lirst oi! rtu-i'- e I '.LI' , ,ir ii j

iroductiuu of Barttej Cirj-u- I. ; ;,
Separation." Bisuop plaj ed the part of a

IN AT THE DOOR. .

At which Moore was silent until his patient
meded him again.

"It was a vvearj" daj Tlie inteue pain
from the wound and the high fever from
the poison in his blocd kept th? poor fel-
low in delirium till evening, whin tho Duke
rode up with the fort doctor. Jingo ap-
peared as nearly played out as a horse of
his spirit eer allowed himself to become.

"Seventy mile".' said the Duke, swing-
ing cX tho saddle. The doctor was ten

Chicago pork-pneke- r. the young lover of
a girl, who atwsj-- s referred to Bishop in
the plav ns the "Big Man." Toward tho
end or the pliv. when nil the couple wra
pairing off. as vhs the fashion in the old-sty- le

plajs. the joung lady said, referring
to the 's love-maki- to her

aur.t: Aunties going
5 to take the pig man

after all "
At the rehearsal Hol- -ar A Rankin, who was the

stage director: "I.x-cut- o

me, Mr. Itankin,
but mlglit I suggest
that It would perhaps
be a g iod Idea for me
to Introduce a line
there "Yes, she's go-l"- ig

the whole hog?"
A si eat howl of((I laughter and derision
greeted thla announ.

"Ah, we've Rot
a rising new dramat-
ist." sal.l some one.
"An ambitious joung
stage director." said
another, and Holland
was gujed all down
the tine. But some-
how the Int rpolation
l'.d not go with the

Hudlence. and Holland
Yes. she's going theunally discovered t

whole hog." the reason for
it was tnat ii e

hid back to t:c audience. After tho
r - i.i jj h u her cu l.n- ie

i t 1 .ur.'v ar-- . J on the nfi 'wr r ! "Ii - f - . th a i- -
" " I " ' 1 - -- lb to deliver ids

1. e. v.. I v . tv u'cl from tic r. r

wii ' i the r wt. "i
h yoMi. astor Uu been uoii.iai; o hard

fcr.

m'les r," How is -

'I !. niv htad. .i u' he le,i any his
h'ir ! l u him a rei. jr.-- : a f -- 1.

.'.! auti ii- - tli- - dii'tir. v. w.s of th"
armj an i had s- - n service, was cxaminh.g
his pail, nt He- - gr w more and inoro
piizzloi as he not-- d tho various symptoms,
l'inally he broke out:

"What have oti been do'm? to him?"
Wh is he in this condition' This Ilea bite
doesti t account for all." pointing to the
wound.

"We stood 111: children reproved. Tho
Duke said, liesiLitiugly:

" 'I far. the llfo has been a little,
too hard for him. He had a severe nervous
attaek seeing things, jou know.'

' Yes I know stormed the old doctor.
I know well enough, with jour head of
ca"t-lro- n and no nerves to speak of. I
know the-- crowd and how jou lead them.
Inf rnal fooK' You'll gtt jour turn seme
daj". I've warned jo-- i before.'

"Tre-- Duke was standing up beforo tho
doctor during this storm, smiling sllghtlj-- .

All at one" the smile-- faded out and he
pointed to the bod. Brui e-- was Eitting up
quiet and steadj--. He stretched out his
hand to the Duke.

" 'Don't mind the old fool.' he said, hold-

ing the Dukes hand and looking up at him
as fondly as if he-- were a girl. "It's my own
funeral funeral?" He paused. "I'erhaps It
ma j lie who knows? feel queer enough
but rt member. Duke It's my own fault
don't li'ten to those bally fools." looking
toward Moore and tin- - doctor. 'My own
fault' his voico died down 'my own
fault

"Tho Duke bent over him and laid him
back on tho pillow, saj-ing-

, 'Thanks, old
chap, jou're gcod stuff. I'll not forget.
Just ketp quiet and jou'll bo all right."
He pis-.-- d his ool, firm hand ovir the hot
brow- - of tho man looking up at him with
love in his cjes, and in a few moments
Bruce Ml The Duke lifted himself
up, and, facing the doctor, sjid in his cool-

est tone.
" 'Your words are more true than

dot tor. Your patient will need all
jour jtviitiuii. As for mj- - morals, Mr.
Moore kindlj- - intrusts himself with tae
care of them." This with j. bow toward
the I'ilot.

"'I wish him Joj- - of his charge. snorted
the doctor, turning again to the bed. where
Brui e had already passed into delirium.

"The memorj- - of that vigil was like a hor-ilb- le

nightmare for months. Moore laj- - on
the lloor and slept, Tho Duke rode oft
somewhither. The old doctcr and I kept
watch. All night poor Bruce raved In tho
wildest delirium, singing, now psalms, now
songs, swearing at the cattlo or his roker
partners, and now and then, in quieter
moments, he was back in his old home, a
boj, with a bej's friends and sport. Noth-
ing could che-e- the fever. It ba filed tho
iloilur. who often, during the night, de-

clared that there was 'no sense in a wound
like that working up such a fever," adding
curses upon the follj- - of the Duke- and his
compauj-- .

" "You don't think he will not get better,
doctor?" I asked, in answer to ona of his
outbrtaks.

" "H ought to get ovr this,' he answered,
Impatientlj-- . 'but I believe ho added, de-
liberate-, 'he'll have to go."

"Ev erj thing stood stilt fcr a moment. It
seemed imiHjs!bIe. Two dajs ago full of
life, now on the wnj-- out. There- - crowded
In upon me thoughts of his home; his
mother, wheso letters he used to show ma
full of anxious love; his wild llfo here,
with all Its generous Impulses, its mis-
takes, its follj--.

"How long will he last?" I asked, and
nt lips wre drj-- and numb.

" 'lVrhaps twontj-fou- r hours, perhaps
longer. He can't throw off the polon."

"The eld doctor proved a true prophet.
After another day of agonized delirium he
sank into a stupor which I.i9ted through
tho night.

"Then the clnngo came. As tho light
began to grow at the eastern rim of tho
prairio and tip the far mountains in th
west. Brueo opened his eyes and looked
about ui n us. The doctor had gone; tho
Duke had not como back; Mooro and I wero
alonn. He gazed at us steadily for soma
moments; rend our faces; a look of wonder
came into his ej-e-

" 'Is it coming?' he asked In a faint, awed
voice. 'Do you really think I must go?

"The eager appeal la his Wca and the
wistful lonRing in tho wide-ope- n, startled
ej es were too much for Moore. Ho backed
behind me and I could hear him weeping
like a baby. Bruce heard him, too.

" 'Is that the Pilot?" ho asked. Instantly
Mooro pulled himself up, wiped his eyes
and camo round to tho other side of the
bed, and looked down, smiling.

"'Do jou say I am ? The voice
was strained in its eagerness. I felt a
thrill of admiration go through mo as the
I'ilot answered In a sweet-cle- ar voice:
They say so, Bruce. But aro not
afraid?'

"Bruce kept his eyes on his faca and
answered with grave hesitation:

VEST ON MORTON.

Why the Conrrrcssional Record
Was Illustrated.

wniTTEN- - njit Tirs scndat ncprnuc
SENATOIt VEST, the "Little Giant" of
Missouri. Is responsible for the staid andfdate Congressional Record coming out as
an illustrated paper for one issue only Itwas February 10, 1S37. that this startling
Innovation was noticed. Senator Vest jn

looked with marked disfavor upon the
Secretarj- - of Agriculture in Cleveland's

I second administration. Mr. J. Ktrrlin,. .r,..
ton of Nebraska. To Vest the Ncbraskan
was as a thorn In the flesh or as smoke In
the ej-c-

.

The Illustration which appeared tn the
CongrexsiOn.il Record was a crudely exe-
cuted wood cut. representing a very pre-
tentious villa, much out of plumb, and sur-
rounded by text which apparently had no
bearing upj.a the picture. A careful reading
disclosed some remarks made by Mr. Vest
upon the agricultural bill then before the
Senate, and also upon Secretarj" Morton.
Mr Vest said:

"I have here a bulletin published by the
Secretary of Agriculture entitled 'ATbor
Daj-- and I find In it an address a. most
eloquent rhetorical production delivered in

. I efore the I'niversity of Nebraska, by
the Honorable J. Sterling Morton, long
after he assumed the duties of his present
position. In the middle of that address Is
the picture of a palatial residence,
surrvandfj by exotics, with n magnificent
plazz. . on which are- - four. I luxurious rock-ir- g

eh. (rs ;nd alt the" appurtenaice--s of
wealth and intellectual rcflnmer.tv This Is
t' e oui.trj-- rcat of thoHecretarj- - ot Agri--iiltur-

and this is a ccrT:.-- Illustration paid
for lv 'lie ta money of the iople of this
countrj-- . In front of tho villa is a tree

" 'No not af rai '. 1 if 1 1 like ti live a
j hitle longer I've mile j ' ,i r- - sS cj jjf

1 1 like to trj again ' Tn. n j isd ar..l
hi- - lips quivirtd a ii'ti- - . - - -- y
u.o'.hf r, Vfu kiow he a- - i 1 ( t. 2l--
lv. ami Jim' Jim was (u, jL, m
al.il sworn

" "Y-- I know. Bruc but It won't bo
verj- - long for them, too, and it s a good
place."

""Yes. I believe it all alwajs dii -- talked
rot jou'li torsive me that"

" "Dcn't. don't." said Moore qu! !cl with
a sharp pain in his vrfce, an ! I;r . t ETiiled
a little and elo'ed his eys ji j Tra
tired But he- immediately opened them
again and looked up.

'What is it? asked Moore, smiling down
Into his .

" 'The Duk-- the poor lips wh" x red.
""He is coming sakl Mn .re ccn lently,

though how-- be knew I cm.li ' ot t.l. But
even as he spok', looking oa" of the win-
dow, I saw Jintgo come swirgirg r ir.l tho
bluff. Bruce the boil of h 3 hoofs,
mlled. opened his ejes and wall J The

hap of joj" in his ejes as the D-- ke carna
in clean, ccoi and fresh as fie la rning,
went to my heart.

"Neither man said a wrl, but Bruca
took hold of the Duke's h.4nJ, in loth his.
He was fast growing weaker I gave him
brandj--, and he recovered a little strergth.

'"I am djing, Duke',' he said, qjietly.
Trocnso won't blame jour-xl- f '

" 'I can't, old man said the Luke, with
a fhudder. 'Would to heaven I cou!! "

" "You were too strong for me. an J yoa
didn't think, did and tho weal: voice
had a caress In it.

'" "No, no! God knows," eald the Duke
hurriedlj-- .

"Thero was a long silence, and again
Bruce opened his ejes and whi-rere- d.

" The I'llct
"Moore came to him,
" l:ead "The I'rodlgil." he sail, faintly,

and In Moore's clear, sweet oice the music
of that matchless storj" fell upon our ears.

"Again Bruct's eyes summoned me. I
bent over him.

" Mj- - letter." he said, faintly, 'In my
coat

"I brought to him the last letter from his
mother. He held tho envelope before his
ejes, then handed it to mo. whispering-- :

" 'Read
"I opened the letter and looked at t&a

words. "My darling Davie." Mj-- tongue,
stuck and not a sound could I make. Moora
put out his hand and took It from me. The
Duke rose to go out, calling me with his
eyes, but Bruco motioned him to etaj--. and
he sat down and bowed his head while
Moore read tho letter.

"His tones, wero clear and steady till ho
came to the last words, when hi3 voles
broke and ended In a sob.

" "And oh, Davie, if ever heart turns
homo again, remember the door Is aj--e

open, and It's Joy bring with jou to
us all

"Bruco laj- - quite still, and from hla
closed eyes big tear3 ran down his cheeks.
It was his last farewell to her whoso lovo
had been to him the anchor to all things
pure here and to heaven beyond.

"He took the letter from Mooro's hand,
put It with difflcultj- - to his lips and then.
touching th9 open Bible, he said, between
his breaths:

" 'It's very like there'o really no fear.
Is ttereT

" 'No, no" said Moore, with cheerful, con-
fident voice, though his tears were Sowing.
'No fear of welcome

"His ejes met mine. I bent over him.
Tell her ' his voice faded away.

" 'What shall I tell her? I asked, trj-ln- s

to recall him. But the message was never
given. He moved ono hand slowly toward
the Duke till It touched his head. The
Duke lifted his face and looked down at
him. and then he did a beautiful thing, for
wnich l forgave- - him much. Ho stooped
over and kls-e- d tho lips grown so white,
and then the brow. Tho light came back;
into the eyes of the dying man. he smiled,
onco mere, and smilinglj- - faced toward the
great bejond. And the morning air, fresh
from tho sun-tipp- mountains and sweet
with tho scent of the June roses, cams
blowing Boft and cool through the open
window upon tho dead, smiting face. And
It seemed rutins so-- It came from the land
of the morning.

"Again the Duke did a beautiful tiling;
for, reaching across his dead friend, he of-
fered his hand to the Bitot. "Mr. Moore
he said, w 1th line courtesy, u aro a brave
man. and a good man: I ask your forgive-
ness fcr much rudeness."

"But Moore only shook his hei.l while
he took the outstretched hand, and said,
brokenly:

'"Don't! I can't stand it
" Tho Company of the Noble Seven will

meet no more said the Duke, with a faint
smile.

'They did meet, however, but when they
did the Pilot was In tho chair, and it was
not for poker.

"The Pllothad 'cot his grip as Bill
salt!

(Copj right, 1S33, by Fleming II. Bcvcll CoJ

brought from Pike's Peak and planted la
front of this humble agricultural retreat.
This cut. I take It, was placed hero at thoexpense of the people of the United Statesto show tho prosperous farmers, of whom
tho Secretarj- - of Agriculture .j. iks. to
what Intellectual and luxurious rc'lntmentthej- - might reach if they follow In the foot-
steps of tho illustrious Secretarj- - of Agri-
culture. This farmer's home ought to have
been een by Bulwer before he painted hlapicture of the place by the I.aKu of Como.
whero the rosy light stoie through the per-
fumed air of marble halls.

"Tills is the homo of a farmer, and the
Illustration is paid for bv-- the people c f thecountry, and our committor wants to in-
crease tho appropriation for simi'ar clrjer's
from JK.CVO to JTO.OjO. Ban! h ti.e thought
that I would detain so illustrious a triuucalas the Senate to sjic eve--n Jj.""), Lut r
must enter ray protest against sptidng ona
other cent in tho direction pursue a by t a
Secretary of Agriculturo as to what ho
calls his farmer's biiJUtln.

"I will ask permission to snend a few dol-
lars of the public monej. as the exmpla
is set bj- - so illustrious a source. . j I, v nfftlit picture of this farmer's Imnit p: d la
the Record, in order that the farm rs of this
countrj-- may tr-- how-- this emlient pre-
server of their Interests Is bj-- day ai.J night
sweating and trillng in orr to Inrrave
their condition and to Introduce finomlca
methods in his department.

"He has told us repeatf.Ilj- - of the amouT
of manej' he has saved bj- - cutting off s eds
from the farnv-r-s of the country and re-
ducing the publications that ure grataltiU3-Ij- "

distributed bj- - the G lvcrnrcenL If he I a
been eloquent In anjthing. it ins been upon
the titter retklesstis , wruh whkh I egress
appropriates money for gratuitous bulletins
to the farmersof the Unttetl Stafs. and et
he finds ample room in Ms builn.il t.r Ar-
bor Div- - to insfrt an oil speech whl h Nj
made h fore the Univcrsl'j- - cf Ne' raska.
and to place-- in the-- bjSIetiT this exp;n vo
v. od cu of his m.ip '.".ce,u l3ine in Ne-
braska. I am opposed to giving five centa '
niuie lor ii at pu. in.se' l asK X IraVO ithe illustratlan reproduced In the IteogrO,"


